RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

eyes at boys and little girls, carried in his fat hands a magic wand and
was reputed to be the greatest astrologer in the world. He was received
everywhere, was feasted and flattered, for all these people hoped to dis-
cover from him whether happiness and long life were in store for
them.

And Jean-Noel, as people in museums always tend to stop in front
of busts and portraits, constructed for himself a living gallery from all
the idle., all the maniacs, all the odd, the sick, the outlandish, the over-
rich, the false artists, the perverted, the crazy and the monomaniacs
who walked at large upon the earth, surrounded with every comfort
and consideration. It was a sort of private collection of the decadent, a
collection it amused him to contemplate in idle hours and which, when
all was said and done, was but an addition to that begun outside
the Schoudler house in the days when the beggars had queued for
alms.

From this dead water he dredged netfuls of rotten fish. And in the
end, by over indulgence in the game, he began to become like the
people who surrounded him, in the sense that he ended by believing, as
they did, that nothing else existed in the world.

So much was this the case that when, in this society, a man was men-
tioned who had a wife and two children, who did not get drunk, did
not take drugs, did not have himself flagellated in brothels, who worked
eight hours a day> went to bed at eleven, occasionally visited the theatre,
lived on his monthly salary and, what was more, appeared satisfied
with his lot, everyone looked at each other, shook their heads and said:
"How can such people be?"

And then, since Jean-Noel was twenty-two, and his break with Ines
and the disgust for women it had aroused in him had begun to fade
into the past, and since his journey with Pern had provided no com-
pensation, he felt the need to cast his eyes on someone who was at least
of flesh and blood; but, in the nature of things, he could do so only
in the circle in which he moved, and his eyes came to rest on Pamela
Rocapolli who, moreover, had done all she could to attract him.

XIV

Pamela Rocapolli, nie Sillevis, heiress to half the department stores in
Illinois, was an American of about thirty, who showed her gums and
was far from beautiful. Indeed, it could be said that she was frankly
ugly, but she had almost animal sensuality, a way of stretching her long
monkey-like limbs, or arching her curved back, of wearing her skirts
tight across her round buttocks, of opening her thick red lips as if to
bite, indeed, an air of provocation, of awaiting the male, to which men
were not insensible.

"Do you want him?" her husband, Gigi Rocapolli, asked her when
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